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degrees, the fierceness of my passion died away, and heavy
sobs succeeded to my torrents of tears, and light sighs at
last came flying after, like clouds in a clearing heaven,
Our grief dies away like a thunder-storm.

CHAPTEE IV.

THE visit of Christiana was the first great incident of niy
life. No day passed without my seeing her, either at the
(jrarden-house, or at our own, and each day I grew happier.
Her presence, the sound of her voice, one bright smile, and
I was a different being ; but her caresses, her single society,
the possession of her soft hand, all this was maddening.
When I was with her in the company of others I was
happy, but I indicated my happiness by no exterior sign.
I sat by her side, with my hand locked in hers, and I fed
in silence upon my tranquil joy. But when we were alone,
then it was that her influence over me broke forth. All the
feelings of my heart were hers. I concealed nothing. I
told her each moment that I loved her, and that until I
knew her I was unhappy. Then I would communicate
to her in confidence all my secret sources of enjoyment, and
explained how I had turned common places into enchanted
regions, where I could always % for refuge. She listened
with fondness and delight, and was the heroine of all my
sports. Now I had indee^a .princess. Strolling with her,
the berceau was still more'Ske a forest, and the solace of
the hermit's cell still more refreshing.

Her influence over me was all-powerful, for she seemed
to change my habits and my temper. In kindness she
entered into my solitary joys; in kindness she joined in
my fantastic amusements ; for her own temper was social,
and her own delight in pastimes that were common to all.
She tried to rouse me from my inaction, she counselled in$